NOTES
x. 1784 (pages 313-41)
1.  This was the Essex Head Club. The former servant of the
Thrales who kept the Essex Head was Samuel Greaves.
2.  George Strahan was the second son of William Strahan, the
printer.
3.  Johnson had always been fond of Charlotte Lennox, the
American-born former actress for whose Shakespeare Illustrated
he had written the dedication. In 1751, to celebrate the publica-
tion of her first novel, Harriot Stuart, he had given a party for
her at the Devil Tavern. It was a very gay party which had gone
on all night until eight o'clock the next morning, and during the
course of it a huge apple pie had been placed on the table. He
had caused this pie to be stuck with bay leaves and he had made
for her a crown of laurel with which he encircled her brow, his
face shining with 'meridian splendour', a guest recalled, 'though
his drink had only been lemonade'.
4.  Boswell subsequently learned that Johnson's claim Vas not
well-founded'.
5. Mrs Kennicott was the widow of the Biblical scholar, Dr Ben-
jamin Kennicott, whose 'consummate industry and diligence' were
commended by Johnson.
6.  At the beginning of July Mrs Thrale had confinned the
rumours to which up till then Johnson had chosen to close his
mind. She begged pardon, she wrote, *for concealing from you a
Connection which you must have heard of by many, but I suppose
never believed ... Indeed, my dear Sir, it was concealed only to
save needless pain; I could not have borne to reject that Council
it would have killed me to take; and I can only tell it you now, be-
cause it is all irrevocably settled, and out of your power to pre-
vent.'
Johnson's reaction was ferocious. In a cruel letter, he replied:
If I interpret your letter right, you are ignominiously married, if
it is yet undone, let us once [more] talk together. If you have
abandoned your children and your religion, God forgive your
wickedness; if you have forfeited your Fame and your country, may
your folly do no further mischief. If the last act is yet to do, I who
have loved you, esteemed you, reverenced you, and served you, I
who long thought you the first of human kind entreat that before
your fate is irrevocable, I may once more see you. I was, I once was*
Madam, most truly yours, Sam: Johnson.
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